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"Mar." 


"Don't even try to speak" 


He was warned by Mark's voice, who was sitting next to him. 


Myles snorted slightly and took the little pad of paper that the other guitarist had brought along with a black 
pen. Quickly he wrote what he wanted to say at that time but was unable to do. 


The singer, twenty minutes before had lost his voice and now, in his head were repeated a litany of ‘absurd! 


and ‘why me?" 


He was quietly talking with the rest of the group and all of a sudden he felt strange and slowly his voice had begun 
fo decline, the tone was not normal and in a few moments he found himself waving his arms fo signal it to the 


other musicians what had just happened. 


Flp, Brian and Mark initially had looked at him in amazement. They thought it was one of his many jokes; but when 
they realized that Myles was not joking at all, the others looked alarmed 


The singer had their same worried look and he brought his night hand to his throat, covering it lightly. He couldn't 
really speak, the only sounds that his mouth emitted were little choked sobs. 


And now the four friends found themselves in the dressing room of the theater waiting for the warm milk 


with honey to take effect and help Myles to relax a bit. 


Mark took the block that Myles was holding out and read what it said, then the younger guitarist looked at 


him with an indecipherable stare. 


Myles, however, thanks to his knowledge acquired over the years of knowing Mark and his various facial 


expressions, understood the silent response. 

He took the white cup in his hands and started to pass it from his left to his right with cautious and 
calculated movements to prevent the spilling of the hot liquid. 

1 really don't need fo get burned’ he thought with regret looking away from the other three men 
"Come on guys, get ready, we can't waste time." said the younger man drawing their attention. 

"But Myles hasn't found his voice yet. Wouldn't it be better for us all to give forfeit?" asked Flip. 


Myles quickly shook his head in derial. 


"That's not what he wants. It says so right there. Read" replied the guitarist handing to Flip the last piece of 
paper that Myles had written just few moment before. 


Flip with Brian behind him, read the words and looked at their singer with dismay. 


Myles meanwhile had begun to drink the warm milk and hoped that the old home remedy really worked. 


"You can't even talk, let alone sing.. Do not be a fool. The fans and all the orgarizers will understand" 
Myles shook his head again. His desire to respond in kind was very tempting but he couldn't risk to let the 
other be angry with him and then he fell silent. 

He took another sip of milk and savored the sweet taste. 


"You can't risk ruining your vocal cords more than that." said Brian. 


Mark, who knew perfectly well that Brian and Flip were right, hastened to drag the two friends across the 


room to encourage them to start their warming up before the exhibition. 

The two nodded and prepared as they usually did. 

The guitarist returned to the singer moments later and sat closer to him than it was before he got up. He put 
an arm around his shoulders and sat him down against his torso, then he moved his hand on the singer's back. 
Subsequently he placed his lips on his cheek kissing him gently and then spoke: "Come on, itll be fine, just keep 


drinking your milk and meanwhile focus on your breathing." 


Myles nodded and did exactly what the guitarist had asked him to do. 


Half an hour ticked by. It was time for the band to finally go on stage. 
"How do you feel now?" said Flip, still visibly worried about his friend. 


Myles hadn't yet give a breath, but he thought he was feeling better so smiled reassuringly and shrugged it 
off. 


Flip looked at him for a moment and then passed him in the corridor, reaching Brian that was just mere steps 


ahead. 

"Hey, tell me the truth. Are you really okay?" Mark asked, grabbing his right hand with his, stopping his walk. 
Myles looked into his eyes intently and kissed him gently on the lips. 

"Okay, | think this is a good way as any to tell me you're fine." Mark said with a small smile on his face. 
Myles nodded, happy to always be able to convey his feelings and reassurance to the other man 


"We now begin the concert as we always do, but if you feel you can't do it then we cut the setlist and.. No! | 


forbid you to look like at me that. You know that | feel exactly like Flip and Brian do about this. You should 


thank me that | let you get on that stage because | know how much you care about the fans." 


"Thank you." whispered weakly Myles before avancing in the corridor. "Will you prepare me some more milk 


when the concert ends?" He asked softly after a moment of silence. 
Mark shook his head at the sweet smile that Myles was gifting him hoping to get him concede, and the 
younger guitarist returned it with equal sweetness after he remmembered what the singer had written on the 


first page of the little stack of papers. 


It was a small piece of graph paper that Mark would never throw away. He'll kept it carefully even in the 
future years. 


"All right, I'll do it because | love you too." Mark said while with his free hand absently started stroking the 


smooth surface of the paper that was in the pocket of the black jeans he was wearing. 


Myles smiled a little bit more at his words and together they reached the stage, ready to perform. 


